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THE “GOELET Cup” FoR SLOOPS 
WON BY VOLUNTEER.” 


Solid Silver 





RAYMOND’S 
VACATION 
EXCURSIONS 


ALL TRAVELING EXPENSES INCLUDED. 
Parties will leave New York February 20 and March 14 for Three (j 


Tours of 75 Days through the Southern States, 


MEXICO ano 
CALIFORNIA 


Visits are to be made to Cincinnati, New Orleans, Galveston, and San Antonio, 
Ample time will be given to all the leading cities and other places of histori 
picturesque interest in Mexico, including Bight Days in the City of Mexic 
Four Days’ Trip over the Vera Cruz Railway, anid Two Days 
Guadalajara. 

In California, San Diego, Los \Angeles, Pasadena, Santa Barbara, San Frang 
Monterey, etc., will be visited. 

The return tickets may be used from California on Any Regular Train | 
October, 1894, or with any one of Ten Parties under Special Uscort, \ 
Choice of Three Different Routes. 


Special Train Through Furope, Party to leave New York, February 17th. 
I : I } y 29 





() Two Tours of 40 Days to Mexico, omitting California; lebruar 
*}and March 14. 
California Excursions: [February 20 and 22, and March 8 and 14. 
Colorado Tours: Parties leave New York monthly for The Colorad 
Glenwood Springs. 
The Sandwich Islands: A party will sail from San Francisco March 17 


a Seven Weeks’ Tour. 


Independent Railroad Tickets to All Points. 
Steamship Tickets via Cunard and North German Lloyd Lines, 


| 


ST.. 


Send for descriptive book, mentioning the particular tour desired 


RAYMOND & WHITCOMB, 
31 EAST FOURTEENTH STREET (Corner of UNION SQUARE), NEW Y 
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MILTON, HUGHES & CO. 


Successors to A. T. STEWART & CO. 


Could there be a nicer 


Valentine 


than GLOVES, 
a SILK GOWN, 


ora NEW SPRING COSTUME ? 


Ours are going overboard at 


lowest prices. 
Come and see for yourselves. 


THE ENTIRE BLOCK, 


Broadway, 4th Ave, 9th and 10th Sts. 


RECENT BOOKS. 


Allegretto. Keynotes. 


A volume of Poems. By Gertrude. A volume of Stories. By Geo 
Hall, author of ‘‘ Far From To- Egerton. 16mo. Cloth, $1.0 
day.” Illustrated by Oliver Herford ad > an 
Small quarto. Cloth, $1.50 ‘This volume is a mat lig 

The several papers smell of the woods 
‘‘ Exquisite in its appeal to the eye and g ches of elf-land and fairy-land, and the 
the imagination, ‘Far From To-day” jn them a combined humor and pathos® 


‘A Little ( 
Empty Name’ 
ldverttses 


: jor} j nd verace f expres 
showed an originality and grace of expre sives them a rare charm. 


: . io sacily » rer le oe 
sion that might easily be regarded as indica Glove’ and “An are 
tions of very exceptional talent; and the. quicite gems.” 
same qualities manifest them 

Characterized 


selves in her poems—the lightest, airiest, ‘A work of genius 
most dashing, merry and audacious pro- striking naturalness. <A positive 0 


value—such, indeed, as genuine and ! 
London Speaker. 


ductions in verse that have of late years got 
themselves into print.” — 7he Beacon, art alwavs has.” 


try. 


The Lover’s Year=Book of Poe 
I i | TIorAck Par 


of 


Love Poems for every the veat Ry 


A Collection 
( HANDIFT 
January to June and July to December 


June and July to ]ecembet 


FIRST SERIES 


MARRIED LIFE AND Citnp Lire. January to 
Four volumes, each 16mo, Cloth, $1.25 ; white and gold, $1.50 


{t all Rookstores Postpaid, receipt of pric 


ROBERTS BROTHERS, Publishet 
BOSTON. 
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AN EARLY AMERICAN VALENTINE. 














VALENTINE TO A FLIRT. 


OU who capture hearts in plenty, 
Golden-haired and gay, 
You will get some ten or twenty 
Valentines to-day. 
Each one with its message tender 
Owning absolute surrender 
Of the true heart of the sender :-— 
Such is Cupid’s way. 





You will find my own confession 
In among the rest. 

It is every man’s impression 
That you love him best. 

So like nine or nineteen others 

Of my sentimental brothers, 

I am one who vainly smothers 
Love within his breast. 


But I know you, little flirt you ! 
Hope? Indeed, I’ve none ! 

That’s the very vine of virtue 
Frozen by your fun. 

Every line of love you'll parry, 

Of these twenty men who tarry, 

Then, at last, go off and marry 
Number twenty-one ! 





Felix Carmen, 


ee 
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‘*Ohile thece’s Life there’s Hope.” 
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28 West TWENTY-THIRD STREET, NEW YORK. 
Published every Thursday. $5.00a year in advance. Postage to foreign 
countries in the Postal Union, $1.04 a year, extra. Single copies, ro cents. 


Rejected contributions will be destroyed unless accompanied by a stamped 
and directed envelope. 








age ncoageaged is made 

both in social and in 

- scientific circles that the 

contemporary young person 

neglects to get married. A 

wise woman of Gotham, her- 

self the mother of a family, 

remarks that marriage is by no 

means as much the fashion as it 

was. Mr. Grant Allen, who 

regards the matter scientifically, says 

that the richer and finer young people 

among our contemporaries have no time 

to marry and raise families. They have too 

many other things to do. People must have leisure if they 
are to marry, and leisure, he says, is dead. 


* 


QUERY that used 

to be in general 

use among light minded 

persons ran — Which 

would you rather do, 

or go fishing? It was 

vague, but it promoted reflection. 

An analogous question that fits 

~, the present times reads—Which 


“ A” would you rather do, of” get 


married? LIFE contributes that 
question to the present matrimonial 
situation. It does not ask an 
answer. It merely recommends 
that bachelors of twenty-five or 

upwards shall propound it to themselves and take thought 
about it. If they would rather, of course they can. It is a 
diverting life enough at twenty-five, and for five or six years 
more, but every year after that it grows more indispensable 
and less satisfactory. There is no use of worrying about 
the bachelors who would rather be bachelors. Provision is 
made for them, and in due time they are wiped off of the 
slate. But to those who would marry it is proper to point 
out that it is a pity to let St. Valentine’s Day slip by without 


taking at least some preliminary action. By all means, 
young sir, send her a valentine. Write it yourself. Love is 
not critical of metres. Or if you are absolutely destitute of 
the necessary faculty, come around to this office, and LIFE 
will lend you a poet who will feel your pulse and take your 
temperature, and do you an appropriate message while you 


wait. 
* 


F course life is a Vale 

of Misery, as a Phila- 

delphia clergyman called it 

in his prayer the other day, 

/} but there are spots in it 

a whére the going is good, and 

f the surroundings not absolutely 

objectionable. Moreover, there 

are folks who seem to navigate 

it as though they never had a 

§ suspicion that anything was amiss 

or that the world was not a good 

place to live in. Such a person 

- was the late Mr. Childs, of Phila- 

§ delphia. People are in the habit 

of saying, and some of them of 

thinking, that whatever is pleasant is bad. But Mr. Childs’s 

experience went far to demonstrate that there is fun to be 

had innocently in the world if one has the facilities for having 
it and knows how. Mr. Childs did have the facilities. 

* * BS 


E was a very shrewd man and a first rate money-maker. 

And he had a very good notion of how to have fun and 

have it innocently. It can be honestly said of him, and it is 

pleasant to say it, that it delighted him to make other people 

happy, and he rarely let a chance to do so slip by him unim- 

proved. There was no one so mighty in the earth but that Mr. 

Childs was eager to make Philadelphia tolerable to him when 

he came there to visit, and there was no one so humble but 

that Mr. Childs was eager to honor any valid claim on him- 
self that he could suggest. 

Put Mr. Childs down on the list of men who were truly 
successful—a list which never is and never will be crowded. 
He had a good understanding of the conditions of mundane 
existence. He got rich because he knew how, and he enjoyed 
life because he knew how. It is exceedingly creditable to 
any man to have so clear an appreciation of so much that it 
is important to know and to make such persistent use of his 
knowledge. 

* * * 

HAT eminent philanthropist, Baron Hirsch, combines 
with his beneficence the well-recognized shrewdness 

of his race. Of course it didn’t take any special cleverness 
to find out that we inhabitants of the United States constitute 
the biggest fool nation on earth. But it was rather clever to 
pick out this country as the dumping ground for all the 
shiftless, incompetent, lazy, ignorant and diseased objects 
of his charity, whom he couldn’t locate in any other country. 











OUT. OF IT. 


ITH nimble feet and a joyous air 
His way he bent to the counter, where 
The valentines lay in a goodly heap, 
And he looked for one that was nice, but cheap, 
And the clerk with a smile that was fine to see, 
Showed him the ones with the poetry. 
And he said, ‘‘ No, no, the one I’ll buy 
Has never arhyme. Do they come high?” 
And the clerk grew sad, as he softly said, 
‘* They do,’’ and he gently scratched his head. 
‘* The lowest thing,” with a look intense, 
‘* Is seventeen dollars and fifty cents.” 
‘* Then fare you well,” said the other quick, 
As he donned his gloves and he gripped his stick ; 
‘* Tl ask that girl if she won’t be mine— 
Then I won't have to buy her a valentine.” 
Tom Masson, 
ILLIS: This is a funny world. 
WALLACE: Do you think so? Then 

you don’t read LIFE’s comic contemporaries. 





‘here * 


GERMANY STILL IN IT. 


E are given to understand that the Ameri- 

can Symphony Orchestra is a new organ- 

ization, a complete symphonic band of sixty-five 

men, all of whom are native-born Americans. 

Its aim is to demonstrate that for the cultivation 

of high-class instrumental music New York is 
not dependent upon foreign musicians. 

But let not the American inflate himself pre- 
maturely. In fact, he may still occupy his back 
seat in security. 

The Board of Directors consists of Sam 
Franko, Charles Kurih, George Streit, Henry 
P. Schmitt, Felix Leifels, Emil Knell, August 
Kircher, Max Nassauer and Carl Hauser, and 
there is something in the sound of these names 
which fosters a Suspicion that Germany has not 
yet retired from the field. 
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667 ALWAYS did enjoy an intellectual feast,” 
said the cannibal, as he ate the Yale man. 






‘*SOMETHING IN IT.” 
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A SCENE 





AT HAGENBECK’S—BY OUR YOUNGEST CONTRIBUTOR. 
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‘“4nda man's foes shall be they of his own household.” 


CHARACTERS FROM THE HOUSEHOLD 
OF F. MARION CRAWFORD. 


ies learned Persian, 
Mr. Isaacs, -— - < dealer in precious 
stones. 
{An “adept” in Bud- 
Ram Lat, - - - 7 i 
dhism. 


A New York Lawyer. 
Of the Italian Nobility. 

Scene: The deck ofaP.& O. 
steamer bound for Bombay, on the 
Indian Ocean; a smooth sea, a 
gently moving warm breeze, and 
a brilliant tropical night. Pecple 
of all nationalities are prome- 
nading the decks, and amidships 
there is music and dancing. In 
the shelter of the deck-cabins aft, 
a little group is seated apart in 
earnest discussion. 

PRINCESS SARACINESCA: Oh 
the beauty of this tropic night ! 
It is the sky of Italy with the 
stars intensified. 

VANBRUGH: More volts of 
electricity in the heavenly lamps. 

Isaacs: You Americans meas- 
ure beauty in commercial terms. 
I never knew but one of you 
who was an idealist—and that was years ago 
in Simla. 

VANBRUGH: What is the 
name of the Prodigy ? 

Isaacs: Marion Crawford 
—a journalist in India when 
I knew him, but now a <a 
popular novelist. For Ko PEE 
years he has sent me Cag ‘ 
all his books. 


RussELL VANBRUGH, 


Princess SARACINESCA, 








** You AMERICANS MEASURE BEAUTY IN COMMERCIAL TERMS,” 





PRINCESS: I often meet him in Rome— 

VANBRUGH: And I in New York. 

Isaacs: And each of us no doubt finds him 
perfectly at home—a true cosmopolite, a citizen 
of the world. He is an excellent example of 
my theory that the more a man sees and knows, 
the more of an idealist he becomes. Sucha 
man sees widely different realities standing for 
an expression of the same mental or spiritual 
truth. They become to his clear eye the mere 
Soliage of truth which varies with the accidents 
of climate, environment, nationality. The great 
writers of romance, in poetry or prose, have 
been always men of 
wide knowledge of 
the world—Scott, 
Dumas, Hugo. 

VANBRUGH: Buta 
New England school- 








‘“*Butr a New ENGLAND SCHOOL-MISTRESS.” 


mistress whose horizon is bounded by 
her village streets will always write 
realistic stories. 

Isaacs (waving his hand towards the 
promenaders): How can any one look 
at this moving throng—the nations of 
the world in microcosm—and doubt that 
the essence of life is the unseen—the 
ideal! I have seen into 
the heart of yonder Bud- 
hy dhist, in his strange robe, 
and know that it has 
throbbed with like aspira- 
tions to mine. When 
you find what you once 
thought to be a mere 
vision of your imagination 
equally domesticated un- 
der the fez of a Turk, the 
turban of a Hindoo, and 
the pot hat of an English- 
man, you begin to suspect 
that the things which are 


seen are temporal, and 
those which are un- il 
seen are eternal. That 

is what Crawford has 

put into his romances 

—the marvelous heart 

of man of whatever nation 
or tongue, torn with the same 
longings and desires, soothed 
with the same hopes. And 
yet learned men are saying 
that this is not the age of 
romance ! 

PRINCESS (earnestly): As 
I have grown older and have 
had leisure to read and travel more, it has 
been driven home to me that what we call 
Romance is the highest realism. The very 
wonders of industry, science, invention, which 
we call the spirit of the age, are the romantic 
dreams of strong men made visible. 

VANBRUGH: But that does not justify the 
impossible romances of Crawford. A cynical 
friend of mine calls them ‘‘ fairy tales for grown- 
up children.” 

PRINCESS: Why ‘fairy tales”! What is 
every-day New York to you—the telephone, 
the phonograph, the elevated, the Brooklyn 
Bridge—would surpass the wildest dreams of 
impossible things which ever entered the head 
of that Arab trader who came on board at 
Aden. Go tell him that at home you talk to a 
friend a thousand miles away in a whisper, and 
hear the voice of your father who is dead 
repeated from a waxen spool! He will laugh 
in your face,—but will add that if you want to 
hear a true story of marvelous things he will 
tell you the tale of Aladdin’s Lamp. 

VANBRUGH : I don’t object to one of Craw- 
ford’s rattling stories when I want to be amused 
after a hard day in court—but then you must 
not ask me to take that sort of thing seriously. 
(Smiling) I don’t believe he takes it seriously 
himself. 

Isaacs: That is beside the point. What I 
have been trying to say is that the so-called 
Romantic attitude toward life is nearer truth 
than the Realistic. When Crawford writes 
romances he is attempting a higher form of 
art than—say Zola. 

PriIncEss: The striking 
thing to me in his work is 
that, while his attitude toward 
life is romantic, his stage- 
setting is always realistic. 
Saracinesca and [ have been 
everywhere in recent years, 
and we have found the des- 
criptions in Mr. Crawford’s 
books almost photographic— 
Constantinople, Munich, 
Prague, Arabia, London, New 
York and our dear Italy. 

Isaacs: Iam glad to hear 
you say that. Romance is no 
excuse for lazy or inaccurate 











104 


observation. The best romancers are as 
accurate as the realists. 
PRINCESS: Stevenson, Bourget, Loti, 


Kipling—for other examples at the present 
time—all traveling the vorld over for im- 
pressions of men and things ! 

VANBRUGH: I care little for your distinc- 


tions of schools, method and attitude. You 





‘*ONCE WAS WITH US IN THE HIMALAYAN 
Mountains.” 


are simply talking the slang of art. Butas a 
practical man with some experience in sifting 
the motives of men, I have often found Craw- 
ford’s novels deficient in character-drawing. 
His men are all enormously rich, clever 
and handsome; his women are surpassingly 
beautiful, and they all speak in the florid 
language of the melodrama. 

Isaacs: I prefer the language which 
clearly mirrors the thought even though florid, 
to the linguistic horrors which some of your 
writers have put in what I believe you call 
dialect stories. I picked up a 
a volume of them in the 
hotel reading-room at Cairo | 









**Preace, AppuL Hariz.”’ 


the other day. It is my good fortune to know 
something of twenty languages—and yet never 
have I come across anything so strange as those 
tales. A young American girl came looking for 
the book, which she had forgotten, and I asked 
her to tell me what it was. ‘‘ My Royal Prince- 
let,”’ she said, witha bewitching smile, ‘‘ we call 
that the great, native American literature, in 
the States. We are proud of it, and each 
section of the country booms its own dialect 


*RIiPs * 


poet or novelist along with its wheat-acreage 
and output of pig-:-on.” 

VANBRUGH (/aughing): Does your phil- 
osophy account for the American girl. 

ISAACS (with a puzzled 1 ok): I meet her 
everywhere in my travels, and she is more 
mysterious to me than my Buddhist teacher 
and seer, Ram Lal. 

(The moon rises slowly out of the water, and 
as tts first rays break over the side of the 
vessel an aged Buddhist appears.) 


RaM LAL: Peace, Abdul Hafiz! You 
spoke my name. 
Isaacs: Aleikum Salaam, Ram Lal! My 


friends and I have been talking about the 
young American who once was with us in the 
Himalayan mountains on a perilous mission. 
RaM LAL: A brave man, my brother, and 
a teller of strange tales which I have since read 
in books on the market stalls of Cairo, Suez 





and Bombay. I would rather read his books 
than argue with him, for I found him some- 
thing of a sophist. As I have often said, 

‘* Life is too short to argue.”’ 

Isaacs; But you did not find his books 
sophistical ? 
RAM LAL: Nay, my brother, for I 
have found in them the sincerity that 
dwells only inthe heart. Now 
the heart of man is the seed- 
ground for the flowers of the 
spirit. In it are planted those 
aspirations which under a 
quickening influence may 
spring into vigorous life. 
But wonderful as the heart is 
in its possibilities, it still be- 
longs to the earth, and our 
friend's beautiful stories are 
of the earth. The fidelity, the 
heroism, the beauty in them 
are of the world, worldly. The idealism in 
them is artistic idealism, and has nothing akin 
to the highest idealism which is essentially 
moral. Higher than the laws of romance, are 
the laws of Nature, which are the laws of 
Buddha. The essence of them is not pleasure, 
or beauty, or fidelity to the affections, but 
Self-sacrifice. (As a fleecy cloud obscures the 
moon, he fades away calling): Peace with 
you ! 

ISAACS : 


And with you. Peace! 





(All arise in silence and start below). 

VANBRUGH (aszde): That old boy talks 
like a transcendental summer-school of Philos- 
ophy. They might appreciate him at Concord, 
but he’s one too many for me. I’m rather 
glad Crawford isn’t chuck full of ‘‘moral 


idealism.” Think I'll go below and finish 
,‘‘ Marion Darche ” before I turn in. 
(Exit). 
Droch. 
NEW BOOKS. 


TAles FROM SHAKSPEARE. By Charles 

and Mary Lamb. Continued by Harrison 

S. Morris. Four Volumes. Philadelphia: J. B. 

Lippincott Company. ‘ 

Historical Tales, American, English, French, 

German, By Charies Morris. Philadelphia: J. B. 
Lippincott Company. 


A Dog of Flanders and Other Stories. By 
‘*Quida.” Philadelphia: J. B. Lippincott Com- 
pany. 


Chronicles of egies. +: Fergus Hume. 
Philadelphia: J. B. Lippincott Company. 

Twenty Little Maidens. By Amy E. Blanchard. 
Philadelphia: J. B. Lippincott Company. 

On the Cross. _By Wilhelmine von Hillern. 
Translation by Mary J. Safford. New York: 
George Gottsberger Peck. 

Pen and Inklings. By Oliver Herford. 
York: Geo. M. Allen Company. 


New 


FASHION NOTES. 





OROUS plasters will be very gener- 
ally worn this winter. 


It is not now considered de rigueur to 
remove your hat when entering a Fifth 
Avenue stage. It will be knocked off 
anyway before you can sit down. 


Young gentlemen of the highest 
fashion will wear a serious and some- 
what blasé expression. This is often 
more easily adjusted than a look of 
intelligence. 


Mrs. George L. Rives wore a_ peculiar 
gray and white striped silk, trimmed with 
point de Venice, Mrs. William D. Sloane, 
in a gown of pale-blue miroir velvet bro- 
caded with gold, had ropes and ropes of 
pearls hanging from her neck, and some 








gorgeous diamond ornaments on her corsage 
and in her coiffure. Mrs. Stanley Mortimer’s 
delicate figure was clad in white satin and 
pearls. Mrs. W. Seward Webb looked hand- 
some in white satin, embroidered with gold 
and dainty blue bells, a tiara of solitaire dia- 
monds, and many diamond and turquoise 
ornaments on the front of the corsage. Mrs. 
Edmund L. Baylies was in pale-pink satin ; 
Mrs. Sturgis in maroon moire, made with deep 
bertha of point de Venice; Mrs. Frederick 
D. Grant in white satin combined with shell- 
pink miroit velvet; Mrs. Roche in white 
satin, the lower half of the front of the skirt 
being covered with white lisse and crystal.— 
New York Tribune. 

No mention is made of Mrs. Harry 
Le Grand Cannon, Mrs. Fred. Neilson, 
Mrs. Charles F. Havemeyer, Mrs. Paran 
Stevens, Mrs. Henry Sloane, Mrs. Charles 
Albert Stevens, Mrs. I. Townsend Bur- 
den, Mrs. J. Borden Harriman, Mrs. Fer- 
nando Yznaga, Mrs. S. V. R. Cruger, Mrs. 
William K. Vanderbilt, Mrs. Henry Clews, 
Mrs. Frederick W. Vanderbilt, or Mrs. 
Oliver Harriman, Jr., but the public may 
rest assured that, although elsewhere, 
they were attired in equally expensive 
raiment. 


It is always good form to talk. Keep 
the conversation going. If you have 
anything to say, don’t say it, for you 
might get your mind away from your-* 
self. Enthusiasm is vulgar. 





ONE SOLUTION. 
HAT are you doing to relieve 
the unemployed, Jack ?” 
“I ordered four suits of Spring clothes 
this very day, three more than I needed, 
on purpose to provide them with work.” 


ee 
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‘* DID YOU TAKE THAT VALENTINE TO MISS SWANSDOWN ?” 


“Yes, str.’? 


‘* WELL, WHAT DID SHE SAY ?” 
‘* SHE SAID IT SEEMED SUCH A WASTE OF MONEY.” 





“ But, Jack, you complain of poverty yourself. How can you pay for so 


many suits?” 


“T can’t, not this year anyhow; 


the tailors some other season.” 


one thing at a time, you know. — Relieve 


A LARGER CLASS. 


ISS WILLING (meanzngly) : 
a tax on old bachelors ? 


Do you know they are talking of putting 


Mr. BONDER (more meaningly): They would raise more revenue if 
they’d tax all the old married men who wish they were single. 








ST. VALEN 


as I! 
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(HOW KATRINA’S VALENTINE REACHED 


HER AFTER ALL. 




































































“THE BUTTERFLIES.” 
ya F making many plays there is no end,” the son of 


“6 






Sirach would doubtless have lamented if he had 
lived in our time. And he would have 
lamented a good deal harder if he had been 
obliged to witness-most of them. Likewise 
he would have experienced a feeling of re- 
lief and joy when he encountered so charm- 
ing a bit of dramatic work as Mr. Henry 
Guy Carleton has prepared to display the 
abilities of Mr. John Drew. 
“The Butterflies” furnishes another ex- 
fv ample of Mr. Carleton’s versatility. Anything fur- 
eo ’ ther removed from “ Victor Durand” or “ The Lion’s 
* + Mouth” it would be difficult to imagine. It is light, and flip- 
pant and airy, and makes no demand on the spectator’s emc- 
tions or power of understanding. It is just the kind of play one would 
like to sit through, after returning from the funeral of one’s rich uncle. 
The fun is so bright and simple that all one has to do is to sit and 
absorb it through one’s pores. 

The part of Frederick Ossian, written for Mr. Drew, fits that 
gentlemanly actor better than his cuticle. He is a well-bred young 
fellow, who gets into a variety of predicaments, mostly mirth inspiring, 
from all of which he is happily extricated at the finish. Mr. Drew is 
improving, and as a star shows more individuality than he was permitted 
to under Mr. Daly’s tuition. 

The surprise of the production is the acting of Miss Olive May. Her 
name was unknown to the New York public, and to find a novice doing 
work so clever that it obscured ‘the merits of considerably more 
experienced performers, was gratifying indeed. Her ré/e might be 
called that of a robust zuzgénue, but she does it witha force and 
originality most refreshing in these days of young women with fragile 
frames and lackadaisical whines. If Miss May will put a good strong 
steel band about her 
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head to ward off the 
ee \= fatal enlargement, she 

\ will find that she has 
a first mortgage on a 
successful future. 
Miss Maude Adams 
does not seem to have 
progressed much, al- 
though she does her 
part daintily and 




















prettily. The other 
members of the com- 
pany do their work 
well. Metcalfe. 
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Ze <(UESTIONS 
ae MOF THE HOUR | 


IS THERE ANYTHING A 
GIRL WILL NOT 

MARRY? 

VERY man is occa- 

sionally astounded 
by the inexplicable choice of a husband by 
some girl of his acquaintance, and what adds 
to the mystery is that she who selects the 
most undesirable male in the market is often 
the girl who could have her pick among the 
very best. This desire among sensitive and 
refined women to marry the men their broth- . We 
ers are ashamed of has never been explained. y | TB Niet | we SI 
The more dissolute and unprincipled the | | tii \ ‘a 3 yA 
man, the more complete seems to be his i . oa aii tia = 
fascination over the carefully brought up girl, soe a 
provided her natural instincts are sufficiently oan 
A DISCERNING BOY. 
‘‘I] SHALL DISCONTINUE SOME OF MY PAPERS AND MAGAZINES UNTIL THESE 

HARD TIMES ARE OVER.” 
clean record and high ambition stands no ‘‘BUT, PAPA, AT PRAYERS THIS MORNING YOU ASKED THE LORD TO CONTINUE 
chance, it is easy sailing for the half reformed unto us THose Goop THINGS OF LIf— WHICH WE HAD ALWAYS ENJOYED.” 
sot who never pays a debt that he can dodge, 
and whom no man would have in his house A bad record with others of his sex seems to be especially irresistible, 
if he could help it. and if she can once assuré herself that his treatment of previous women 
has been so: absolutely without honor and so offensively brutal as to 
alienate his own friends, she throws herself into his arms with eager haste. 

It seems to be chiefly the sensitive and over-refined women: who 
prefer this type of man. 

The enthusiasm shown by the gentler sex for peculiarly inhuman 
murderers, evidently owes its origin to the same set of emotions. The 
man who kills another in self-defence inspires in them no especial interest. 
But the brute who, in cold blood, kicks to death the mother of his children 
because he is tired of her, excites in the female heart an admiration, a 
yearning, an over-whelming pity that no male can understand. For this 
type of murderer ten thousand mothers, daughters and sisters, in frenzied 
haste, sign petitions for a pardon, and worry the governor with tearful 
prayers. It may be hard for decent men that the brutes and 
blackguards should secure so many of the plums, but they certainly 

So can understand how 
commonplace they them- 


delicate and high strung. 
Where an honest, serious man, with a 



































selves must appear. 
And they will make a 
grievous error if they try 
to improve their chances 
by being bad. For these 
wily girls are not won by 
the good man who does 
bad deeds. It is the bad 
men who never can be 
good to whom their hearts 
are given. 
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SHE had not known the young man long, and when he asked her to be his she 
referred him to her father. 

He had tackled more dangerous men than a girl’s father, and he went in bravely. 

‘* So,” said the father, observing how handsome and debonair-he was, ‘‘ you want to 
Marry my daughter ia 

‘*I do, sir,” he answered promptly. 

‘* Are you prepared to make some sacrifices ?’ 

‘* Certainly, sir.” 

‘* | suppose you are a man about town ?” 

‘* To some extent, sir.” 

‘* Then you must give up the club.” 

The suitor was rudely shocked. 

‘* Give up my club !” he exclaimed. 

‘Yes, sir, give up your club,” replied the father sternly. 

‘* Great Scott, man, I can't do it.” 

‘* But you must.” 

**T tell you I can’t do it,” he insisted. 
of support.” 

Then the father smiled serenely and told him to run 
Free Press. 


‘I’m a policeman, and have no other means 


her in at once.—Def/roit 
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WHEN Sheridan was a manager, he even indulged in such catering to the public tas 
as offering to the public a dog piece, by Reynolds, entitled ‘‘ The Caravan, or the Drive 
Of its first presentation it is recorded that Sheridan, after witnessing the 
performance, suddenly entered the green-room, shouting : 


and His Dog.” 


guardian angel ?” 


Presuming he meant to congratulate the author, Reynolds replied : 
replied Sheridan, ‘‘I don’t mean you ; 


“¢ Pooh,” 


‘“Where is he? Where is my 


‘* Here I am!" 
I mean the dog.” 


Later, one Dignum, who played in the piece, approached Sheridan one night, with 


woeful countenance, saying : 


‘* Really what ?” 


‘*Sir, there is no guarding against illness. 
lamentable to stop the run of a successful play like this ; 
cried Sheridan, interrupting him 


It is truy 
but really } 





‘*T am so unwell that I cannot go on longer than to-night.” 


‘““You !’’ exclaimed Sheridan ; 


‘*My good fellow, you terrified me ; 


I thought yo 


were going to say the dog was ill.”—Argonaut. 


Mayor CARTER, of Chelsea, told an excellent story at a dinner one evening lg 


week. 


It seems that there was a fair in Chelsea recently, and one of the attractioy 


was that several persons were to dress up in such costumes as ingenuity might suggest) 


represent the title of some book. 
the costume was designed to represent. 


Then there were guesses on the name of the book whit 


One man simply had boards like the ‘‘sandwich man” on the street, one in front ¢ 
him and one behind. On one of these boards was painted in conspicuous letters the won 


‘* Chicago,” 


and on the other the word ‘‘ Chelsea.” 


Well, the guessers puzzled their heads fora long time, but could not guess the titled 


the book which his costume represented. 
wich man” to tell what it was. 


Finally they gave it up and asked the 


** sand 


‘¢ The Quick and the Dead,” said he.—Boston Traveller. 
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FACE 
SPOTS. 


FACE 
SPOTS. 


copyRiex TaD 
CELEBRATED HATS, 


—AND— 

Ladies’ Round Hats and Bonnets 
And The Dunlap Silk Umbrella. 
178 & 180 Fifth Avenue, bet. 22d & 23d Sts. 
and 181 Broadway, near Cortlandt St. 
NEW YORK. 

Palmer House, Chicago. 914 Chestnut St., Phila. 
Ge Agencies in all Principal Cities. 
Gold Medal Awarded. Paris Exposition, 1889. 


BLONDEAU act 


\ ‘London Parts & NewYork 
\\ENGLISHDEPO 
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iG d Road. 
Nw Ryland Ro a 


For Itching, Burning, Chaps, Chilblains. 


Editor of “Baby” reports : 
‘*For acne spots on the face it i il RT S & POS s 

is undoubtedly efficacious, fre- |=: > 

quently removing pimples in a a vIn Ch She ( 


few days. It relieves itching at 
af ST AWARy 


BLONDEAU ET CIE., WOR LDS 
73-77 Watts St., New York. FAIR 
Of all good druggists, or direct. 50 cents per box. FACTORIES 
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J. S. CONOVER COMPANY, 


Formerly of West 23d Street. 
New Designs in Fireplaces, Andirons and Fenders. 


Great reduction in expenses, with larger facilities, enables us to offer 
our goods at extremely low prices. 


FIREPLACES, MANTELS, TILES. 
101 Fifth Avenue, near 18th St., = New York. 







WILLIAMS’ JERSEY CRLAM 
TOILET. 


Intended to be to the rest 
ofthebody whatWilliams’ ; 
Shaving Soaps have been 
to the faces of nearly all 
mankind —for upwards of ; 
half a hundred years. 

A combination of rich—soft 
yellow Jersey Cream—(from 3} 
our own herd of imported Jer- 
sey cattle)—in a most exqui- 
site—delicate To1Let Soap. 
The result of 50 years of costly— 

laborious experiment. 
ASK YOUR DRUGGIST. 
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Gold ana Silver Smiths. 


OHIOAGO. 


A collection of Foreign and D 
mestic Wares, Jewels 


Gems that offers the widest choiceit 


here. 


There is abundant information {0 


the prospective buyer in the ** Suge 


gestion Book ”—mailed free. 


36 Ave. de l’Opera, 


Paris. 
Chicago. 


State & Jackson Su 



































































































20th Edition, postpaid for 25c. (or stamps) 


THE HUMAN HAIR, 

Why it Falls Off, Turns Comm 

By Prof. HARLEY PARKER, F.R 
C. F. Lone & Co., 





and the an 


1018 Arch 5t., Pails, i 
“Every one should read this little book. Athena 



































SUPERIOR to VASELINE and CUCUMBERS 








to 


VASELINE 


complexion. 


PARK & TILFORD. New-York: D 
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~Y 
CREME SIMON marvellous for 


softening, whitening and perfuming the 
Most efficacious for light 


CUCUMBERS affections of the skin. 


J. SIMON ei eh de Provence PARIS 


' 4'4 


Perfumers, Fancy goods stores. 





LEWIS 6. TEWKSBURY 


Banker, 50 Broadway, New York, 
Buys and sells Bills of Exchange on all parts of the wort 
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